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Richie\'s desire 


Flashback: The crowd roared, the spot lights blinded with their powerful light. We walked to our spots on the 
stage and admired our audience. The first song began. "Its my life. Its now or never. | ain't gonna live forever! 
| just wanna live while l'm alive." Jon's voice became like velvet, smooth and seductive like. You could tell he 
loved it: the fame, the fortune, the glory, the wondrous music that was made. It all pours out whenever he 
sings the lyrics, you can hear the passion his voice carries along. | play the riffs, the cords, the melodies, my 
heart and soul is to my guitar as | strum along to Jon's beat. Our audience screams and hollers our names as 
we kept playing our most famous songs. This, and the help of Jon's swaying body, kept my adrenaline flowing 
though it all. 


Sitting in his chair by the burning fire, Richie thought about that previous night. He smiled when he thought 
about Jon's movements throughout every song, the way he would swivel his hips and jump up and down to the 
beat. The way he would touch his face every now and then before running them through his lightly disheveled 
hair. Just his image alone was enough to drive Richie to the point of insanity, his burning desire fueled rapidly 
whenever he was around him. So caught up with his thoughts, Richie didn't even realize that he was touching 
himself until his hands lowered and grabbed gently onto his crotch. He let out a small moan, his hands gently 
stroking his crotch through the leather material on his tight black pants. He felt himself harden, and he began 


the process of quickly taking his pants off, underwear too. Feeling his own bare hands running up and down his 


cock made Richie shiver with pleasure, his mouth parted as he moaned again, this time louder. He envisioned 
those hands as Jon's, envisioned Jon's lips teasing his, how his tongue would invade inside his warm mouth. He 
envisioned Jon grabbing his hair with intense passion, his other hand would still be pumping his cock, driving 
him over the edge, his body burning with raw need. With these thoughts and desires, Richie's orgasm came 
quickly, leaving him slumped with exhaustion on the chair as he panted. He hadn't even noticed Jon standing at 
the doorway until he heard him give a soft, intrigued moan. Richie's head snapped up, eyes widened when he 


saw Jon. 


"Looks like you've already started without me," Jon murmured, walking slowly, seductively over to Richie, taking 
his shirt off on the way. Richie watched as Jon threw aside his shirt, watched as he moved to stand between 
his spread out legs. Richie wasted no time pulling Jon's pants and underwear down The sight of Jon's already 


throbbing cock made Richie's mouth water with need and he took Jon in, sucking slowly. 


‘Oh baby!" Jon moaned, his hands snaking their way into Richie's hair as he threw his head back. Richie grinned 
before sucking again, pulling away just enough for him to slide his tongue along the tip of Jon's cock. Jon 
bucked as he felt Richie's hands stroke his balls, his cock hardening as Richie sucked him harder. Richie could 
tasting Jon's pre cum as he began bobbing his head up and down, still sucking. He heard Jon scream his name, 
followed by a loud cry, his hips moved in a thrusting motion against Richie. This prompted Richie to suck even 


harder, his hands moved up to pump Jon's cock. 


"Fuck, Rich.l'm gonna cum!" Jon screamed, digging his fingers tighter into Richie's hair. And when he felt 
Richie's tongue touch his tip again, Jon's orgasm boiled up inside of him and he shot his cum into Richie's 
waiting mouth, his lips parted in a long moan as he bucked into Richie's mouth. Richie licked up the last remains 
of Jon's fluids before leaning back in the chair. Looking up at Jon, he smiled, his eyes gleaming with warmth and 
love. Jon returned the smile with his own, lowered himself until he was sitting on top of Richie and rested his 


head on Richie's chest. He felt Richie's hands drape over him, hugging him close. 


"I love you Rich," Jon whispered, his breathing quickly deepened as he fell into a deep slumber. Richie closed his 
eyes and allowed himself to drift off, thinking to himself: | love you too Jon. Always have, always will 


